RODIN REDHBREANT.

JONN G, WIITTIER.

My o1 Welsh nelghbor over the way
Crept slowly ont in the sun of Epring,

Pusbed from her eata the locks of gray,
And llatened to hear the robin slng.

Hor grandson, playiog at marbles, stopped,
And, cruel fn sport as boys will be,

Tossed & stono at the bird, who hopped
From bough to bough In the maple tree.

“Nay." sald the grandmother, “have you not |
heard,
My poor, bad boy! of the fiery pit:
Aund how drop by drop this merciful bhid
Cnrrles the wator that quenchea fL!

“He brings cool dew in his lttle bill,
And lets It fall on the souls of sing
You can see the mark on his red-breast still |
Of fres that pcoreh as he drops 1t (o,

«My poor Bron rhuddyn! my breast-burned
bed |
Binglog o eweetly from limb to Hmb!
Very dear to the heart of our Lord
15 bie who pitiea the lost like bim. "' l

Amen! 1 sald to the heautiful myth: f
Bivg, bird of God, in my heart s wells |

Each cood thought 18 s drop wherewith
To cool atd lessen the fires of Hell.

Prayors ¢ love like raindrops fall,
Teara of pity are coollng dew,
And dear to the heart of our Lord are all
Who suffer 1ike him In the good they de.
S ———————

POJARSKY'S CUTLETS.

Genevieve Wand fa the Theatrs,

Many years ago, some time during
the reign of the Czar Nicholss, the vast
Russian Empire was ruled entirely by
the will of one man, with the aid of the
bayouet snd the stick. Long before
the vast regions between St. Potersburg
and Odessn wore traversed by railways
the old postrond to Moscow ran through
a village of some 1,600 inhabitants,
ealled Ostashkavo, between Spirovo
and Torjuk. There were two houses of
ontertainment for travelers In the vil-
Inge—one a wretohed little Jog cabin,
of whick the proprictor wes the starosta,
or hend man of the community, and
which was a mere cabaret or dramshop;
but at the other end of the village
siroet there was a roally comely, clean-
1y, tidy little hostelry, by the sign of
Th Three Golden Angels of Kiev, the
landlord of which was one Fedor
Eedorovich, who had a pretty little wife
and & prettier dsughter of & marringes-
ble age. The starosta who kept the
dram-shop, and who was an uncon-
golonable old hunks, hated Fedor, Le-
cnuse his house was clean, and beenuse
he was sober and Industrious and free;
for Fador had becn a crown persant,
and had served long inthe army, and
hud made enough money ns a sergeant
attached to the commissariat to start
an inn at Ostashkavo. Uafortunately
his landlord was the noble absentee
proprietor, and that landlord's agent
was tho avaricious atarosta.

He began his plot for ruining the
1andlord of The Three Golden Angelsut
Kiev by allowing him to get behindhand
with his rent, and even lending him
small sums at exorbitant interest, In
the course of a couple of years nearly
all poor Fedor's poaseations were inort-

conducted Fedor Fedorvich downstairs,
even to the threshold of the kitchen.
He had relaxed his hold on hia collar,
and held him quite in a earecsing man-
ner by the leit ear. *‘Son of & mangy
cur," he smilingly observed, ‘‘you've
plenty of time to ocook a succulent
breakfnat; his Imperial Majesty is parti-
cularly fond of veal cutlets.” “But,"
gasped the unfortunate Innkeeper,
‘‘there's not so much as a bit of veal in
the whole village; the last call we pos-
sessed was driven off to Torfok this
morning.” **You'll particularly sce to
the egg and bread-crumbing of the out.
lot,"" pursued Count Coatov. *“Bat
there's no veal," whined Fedor Fedor-
ovich. *Let there bv a piquant sauce
to the cutlet,’” continued the implacable
nid-de-camp, “But, oh dear! oh dear!
I ean’t got any wvonl," sobbed Fedor,
fnirly bresking down. “And seive
iemon cut in sliees with the veal cutlets,”
woent on the inexcrable ald-de-camp;
aod let it bo very freeh ven's” Fedor
Fedorovich sank on his kneows: *'Moroy,
morey "' he oried, elasping his handd in
supplication; “*for the lnveo. The Three
Golden Angels of Kiev, merey! Oh,
little father, take mutton, beot, pork (1
can get some ot the straosta’s, he said
to himself), Ob, spare me the vesl, for
veal I have none."” ¢ Omelets and venl
cutlets for eight," replied the impertur-
able aid-de-camp, *at ore o'clock to
the minute by his Imparial Majesty's
stop-watch,' which he held in his hand.
“Five minutes late, one hundred blows
of the stick; ten minutes late, two hun-
dred; failure in any essentisl particular,
especinlly as regards the veal entlets,
the knout, branding on both cheoks,
slitting of the noistrils, and immediste
deporiastion to the mines of Siberia,
thore to be chained to s wheelbarlow
or the term of your natural life; and
el the veal be very tender." So greet-

ing the kneeling Fedor with a friendly | forced.
kick, the general aid.de-camp strolled | etiquette to look around when one is

away to smoke a eigar till broakfast ] eating, nor o stare at one another,
should be ready.

I must draw a veil over Fedor's foel-

Winter Palace, for drinking too much

“are fully

mind to send tke landlord of the inn to
the White Palace at Moscow, and ap-
point him one of my nssistant chiels.
Let him be sent for that I may rewsrd
h'm'|l -y

Once more in the most amicable man-
ner Fedor Fedorovich was conducted by
the genearl aid-de-camp into the (m-
perial presence. *“‘An excellent break-

patronized by our Imperial selt.’ Ten
minutes afterward, amidst renewed
elattor and bustle, the Imperial cortege
swopt onward on its way to Torjok,
leaving Fador Fuadorovich Pojarsky
with the two hundred imperials, the
vening stoywatoh and dismoad ring
in his pocket, for the moment probably
the happiest man in Russia. Of course
thenceforward everybody who passed
through the village of Ostashkavo
stopped at the sign of The Three Golden
Angeld ot Kiev and partook of cotel-
lettes u Ia Pojarsky. Of course Fedor
Fedorovich made a little fortune
through the proparation of the delicate
visnd. Of course theprice of chickens
went up, while the price of veal pro-
portionately decroased in the market.

Chinese Table Etlguette,

Al st Gazstte,

Ting Lang Ho, an edueated Chinaman,
writes us follows: *‘Acporling to the
teachings ot Conlucius, no conversation
must be carried on at table, This pre-
cept of Confucius, disagreonble though
it must scoem to many, provents many
embarrassments at table, namely, one's
being interrupted when he tries to spesk
at table, and the boisterousness with
which some carry on conversation at
table. Chinese etiquette requires all to
begin to eat at the same time, but each
one before he begins to eat generally

says, ‘Lot us begin,” which is avcom-

panied by ngesture with the chopsticks.
In finishing one's meal, the same gesture
is used, but not the same words, He
snys then Lo those who are still eating,
‘Do not be in huste. It is oustomary
tor the elders to holp the younger to
those dishes which he cannot rench, but
In receiving etiquette requires him or
her to rise. In sitting at w Chinese
tible neither one's body nor his dress
must touch the table, and great strict
ness in regard to one’s position is en-
It is not necording to Chinese

Romarks made on the food and the
smucking of one's lips are (I am sorry

ings; I must not say what he thought; | to gay) allowable in Chinese etiquette.
1 can only briefly narrate what he did. | 'Phe chopsticks, when o e i3 not using
At 1 o'clock precisely, military time by | them, must be placed on the table close
the Emperor's stop-wateh, breaklast | iozether, perpendicular to the spoon.
was served. Omelets, dish of cucum- According to Chinese etiquette, it is
bers, some swall birds, a fillel, some | yyde for cne to finish too soon; one
sound Crimean white wine, and his Im- | yust try to keep together with the rest,
perial Majesty declarod that the cutlets, | yhough it is becoming for inforiors to
with piquant sauce, were the bost be | finish  little be‘ore thoir superiors, but
had ever tasted since he had dismissed | not g littlo too late. R
Boustifaille, the Freneh cook at the

anding of peri-
odicals is strictly forbidden, but letters
aro nllowed if they arva very important.

dry Heidsick Inthe forenoon. ‘‘These|(qe veryseldow asks for an excuse
cutlets,” said che Cuar,
equal to the proudest schievements in | gt tho same time.*
veal of Boustifaille, and I have a great

trom table in China, but every one goes

The For West aud the Moon.

Mr. Richard A. Proctor, the astrono-
mer, writes aa follows to the New York
Iribune :

“During my recent journey ncross the
Western Btates (from Kansas City
through Denver, Cheyenne, O zden, and
San Francisco, snd back to Cheyenne
and Owaha through St. Joseph to Kan-

gaged to his merciless creditor, who [ 1ast,” his Majasty condesoended to say; | 83 City) I was much struck by the sin-

threatened that, on the first occurrence
ol fallure of the interest due to him, he

“the veal cutlets in particnlar most
toothsome. Let him be paid one hun-

gular resamblance between the config-
uration of the North American conti-

would svizo upon Fedor's chuttels, send dred mperials" (an imperial is ten [ nent and that of the moon's surface as
him as a prisoner to the debtors’ jail at [ roubles); “that willcover, I should say, | 5een with good telescopes, The journey

Moscow, and turn his wife and child in-
1o the street.  To meet theso continuous

the whole bill; let him have my stop
witeh as a recompense for his punctu-

from Missouri to the Rocky Mountains
is usually considered monotonous (so

demands the unbappy Fedor was oblig- | alivy and good cookery.” *‘The dog is | much so, indced, that one station near

el to part with the few articles of jew-
elry in the possession ol the family. He
sold his two horses, his pigs, and on the

in luck," murmured the general ald-de-
cnmp, a8 he prepared to hand over to
Fedor the glittering horologe, which he

the western border of Kansas has re-
ceivod the suggestive name of Monot-
ony.) Butl found those wide-spread

morning thisstory—this vmz little story | bad fondly hoped to keep for himself; [ plains (not strictly level but slightly

—-opens, the poor wretch

ad sold his | for when sovereigns ever part with | undulating) covered with prairic grass,

remaining cow and calf, which had been | unything that is valuable they raiely [ a8 impressive in their way as the Rocky

driven off to the market at Torjok. | gel it back again. But Fedor Fedoro- | Mountains themselves,

(The undula-

‘Three hours afterward, just about noon, | vich was above all zhlngu an honest | tions, let me note, resemble those of a
8 calvacade of horacs and carriages, es- | man, Plump on his knees he went; and | sea crossed by two or more series ol
corted by a pulk of Cossacks, their | again raising his hands in supplication, | wide and gentle undulations). The
lances glittering in the noontide sun, | he ejaculated: *“Oh, my father! Oh, |rise from Kansas City to Sherman, 8,-
came pounding—il & body may use 8o | my Czar! Oh, my sweet lord and mas. | 234 fect ubove the sea level, is so grad-
sporting an expression—through tho vil- | ter—I cannot take the money, although | ual as to be almost impereeptible, ex-

lage street, and drew up with a tre-
amendous clatter belore the door of The
Three Golden Angels. Cossacks dis-
mounted; couriers, aids-de-camp, order-
lies hurried to and fro, and amidst clat-
tering of sabers and clinking ol spurs, a
tall, aimost collossal figure, in & long,
gray great-cont, and wearing a helmot
surmounnted by a golden spike, alighted
from a traveling carriage and stalked
into the inn, followed by a great crowd
of officers in splendid unilorms, and all
bare-headed. It was his Jmperial Ma-
jesty Nicolss Alexandrovich, Czar of all
the Russias, King of Poland and Grand
Duke of Courland and Lithusnia, It
had happered that the Czar felt hungry
at an upusually early hour, and that his
autoeratic will was to breakiast at Os-
tashkavo instend ol Torjok, where the
Imperial repast had been ordered by
couriers in ndvance.
The miserable Fedor Fedorovich felt

ns & man might be expeoted to feel who
was going to be hanged when Generul
Count Coatoy, Amicably seizing him by
the collar, iofornred him that he was
about to appenr in the Emperor's pres.
ence. Of course Foedor went on his
knees, and thus awaited the Imperial
arders, ,
«+]g this the man of the housef"
askod the Caar, spesking at Fedor, hut
pot dooking st him, It is, your
Mijosty,' vepliod the general | ail-de-
camp, still rotaining his hold on the inn-

keeper's collar, and giving him so umi.
cable little shake, a8 if he had been &

dog. **Tell bhim," replied the'Autoorat,

uto prepare breakinst for myself and
‘suite—eight persons—and to provide

suitable refreshment for the rest of my
followers, and forage for the horses.

As regards breakinst—omeletle (there's
no fish, I supposc?) and veal cutlets for

olght.bmakfutwhs served at 1 o'clock.
Genersl, tnke my stop-watoh, and see
that striot military time is adhered to,
Let him begone.” Thus spoke the ter-
rible Nicholas, whose word was law.

Henven knows 1 need it sorely enough;
I connot tuke the watch, although it
would shine bravely at the waist of my
wite. Let me have five hundred blows
of the stick; let me have the knout this
vory moment; let me be branded on

to Siberia and chain mn to
wheol-barrow—for I dererve it all!”

with a kick.

Imposter and a cheat.

the knot—venl or Siberia.
it oceurred to my wile that the flesh o

bread-crnmbed,

none,
honest man. I abhor deception. You

on the spot."'
ent, the Cazar did not even frown.

Iaughter,
“and & most successful one.

’u."y'ﬂ

Ths general aid-de-camp courteously

voth ckeeks; let my nostrils be sliv
and my ocara be oropped; send me
the

*“[s the dog mad?" exclaimed his Im-
perial Majesty of Al the Russins,
“What does he mean!" 'Are you mad,
son of » monaely pigP" asked the general
ald-de-oamp, pointing his interrogation
“I am not mad," blub.
bered the inn-keeper; “I am only an

The outlets were
not made of al; thevere was no veal in

the house; there i3 no veal in the vil-
lage; and the aid-de-comp said veal or
In despair

lour chickens, carelully minced and nr-
ranged in the lorm ol cutlets, with little
sharp shankbones carefully egged and
snd accommodated
with & piquant sauce, might serve at &
pinch in lien of the cutlets demanded
by your Mujesty, when vesl there was
But 1 am—at lenst I was—an

Mujesty's munificence disheartenad me,
and I confess the fraud of which I haye
been guilty. Now send for a knout and
o wheelbarrow, and have me exeouted

But, to the astonishment of all pres-
Ho
burst, instead, into a hearty fit of
“'A oapital ruse,”” he said,
Let him
have another hundred imperials for his
honesty, and this dismond ring for his
wile to wear on hor sasint's day. What
I8 his name besides Fedor Fedorovich #"
“Pojursky, may it please your Ma-
“Then,"” continued the Em-
peror, “we grant him permission pub.
licly to announce his stimulated veal
outlets as Cotellettes a ln Pojarsky, as

copt. nenr Bherman, and the nspect of
the country changes much less than
one would expuect, The chiel change in
the character of tho more level purts
urises from the difference in the char-
neter of the vegetation, the prairie
grass being replaced at & higher level
by buffalo grass, and that in its turn at
# higher level by sage brush. These
broad, unduluting regions, gradually
slanting upward tothe foot of the Rocky
Mountains, strikingly resemble the
grent so-called ‘sens’ on the moon, bor-
dered by ranges of mountains, beyond
which lie the regions of great volonaic
craters. These lunar sens, with their
prevalent dark tints, are among the
most striking leatures of the moon's
surface, and rightly apprehended, indi-
oate n former condition of the moon,
resembling that now prevailing on the
earth, They show that the moon,
{| though now arid, hud onoce seas, such
ns our earth has st present,  The slow
processes of change by which the lunar
seas were turned to dry land, are tak-
ing place now, though on a larger seale
(but even more slowly), on the carth,
The lunar surface much more nenrly re-
sembles that of the New World than
that of Europe, Asia, Alvica or Aus-
r| ealin

The Lord of Bu rleigh.
Lan ton Boclety,

The Lord of Burleigh i4, of course,
the Marquis ol Excter, who married a
poor cottager. Ho was an amateur
artiat, indeed, but he was not the youth-
ful artist delineated by the poot Tenny-
son. Lord Exeter was s widower, He
hnd been unhappily married and di-
vorced from his wife by act of Parlia-
ment, He was & man who used to lay
aside nll the trappings of rank and be.
tako himsoll to quiet ways ol wandering
about the country to paint., In this
guise he used to wander through various

which such solitary wanderings give,
He made friends of the peasantry folk,

secluded districls, and mnny of the wise
among us know the rest and quiet

and became on great terms of Intimacy
with some of the humble people. Our
ronders will recollect that something
of this kind was tho oase with a Lord
Byron and a Lord Aberdeen. There
was one poor oottage where he was
ospecially made welcome, and which,
for twoor three yoars, ho made his
headquarters, It so happened that in
the cousse of these wanderings, Lord
Exotor fell ill, In his favorite cottage
he was nursed and well cared for. Oae
of those who attended the sick peer
with the groatest kindness and atten-
tion was a daughter of the house, a
young girl of filteen. The sick man
waas greatly touched by this kindness
and attention. It is a curious fact that
your middle-aged man often falls in
love with quite a young girl; and itis a
stiil more curions inot that the young
girl will just ss often, or as seldom, fall
in love with the middle-aged man, It
is not until aftor the marriage that the
radinal incongruity between May and
December is made apparent. Lord
Exeter determined to make the young
girl his Iride, and enthrone her in
state at "Burleigh House by Stamford
town." Things, however, were not
exsetly mannged as sot forth in the
lyrie. Lord Exeter thought that his
future wife was both too young and too
uneducated for hor groat position, The
young lady was sent to a good school
snd received an excellent training. All
this time he religiously preserved the
secret of his rank. They were married;
and then came the great sensational
surprise of his dectariaog his rank and
walecoming her as the Lady of Burleigh.
The melancholy econclusion of Tenny-
son's ballad is, in the main, true
enough. The young girl thus married
had sevoral children, and then she
faded away. Perhaps it was, as the
poct says, “‘through the burden of a
greatness to which she was not born."

Perhaps it was nol only the inequality
of station, but the inequality of age and
tastes. Such is the true atorv of this
romantic and famous marringe. It
comes to me indireotly through a broth-

or of the bride, nn unbeneliced clergy-

mean of the Church ol Eagland, who,

though sent to college at the expense of
his brother-in-law, had reasons for
ufterward reflusing promotion from the

Exetor family. He was for many years
curate of Sefton, near Liverpool. The

bride's namo was the unpoeticnl one of

Sarah Hoggins, as may be verified by a
ralerence to the Peerage.

10WA TOURINTN.

The Iowa Commercinl Travelera Associn-
tlon.

The Iowa Commercial Travelers' As-
soniation at their banquet in Dea Moines,
oxtended an invitation to George W,
Peck of the Milwaukee Sun to respond
to the rentiment, *Our Wives and
Sweethearts, and Little Ones at home.""
George wus not there in person, but yet
he did not il to be heard from, and
this is the way he did it:

*Your kind invitation to be present
at the banquet of the Commereial Trav-

Sweethearts and Little Oaes at home,"
is received, and I rogret that the wife
and little ones at home will make it im-

called upon to respond to.

the straight and narrow path.

to be *‘cusses on wheels'' than the trav-

of spring and fall, and heat of summer,

and sends in his orders, and seems to
enjoy religion with the best of them.
But the happiest days for him, and the
shortest, are those that he spends at
home with his wife, the c¢hildren or
sweetheart, There oan be more tonrs
brought to the eyes of the traveling
man by a little child putting its arme
around his neck and saying, My dear,
precious papa,’ than could be brought
out by any other press that I know of,
however poweriul, 1 know there is oc-
cnsionally a traveling man who always
hnas his sign out ready to be mashed, but
he never neglects his business for any
foolishuess. He would leave Lhe finest
gountry flirt that ever winked a wink to
sell & bill ol brown sugar on sixty days'
time, It is snid that the average tray-
oling man will keep & whole seat in
ear and never offer to give half of it to s
man, when, if & handsome woman
comes in, he will fly sround and divide
with her. Well, whothe dence wouldn'tP
Thut shows that his heart is In the right
place. A man can go into the smoking
oar and sit on the wood box, but a wo-
man has got to sit down, at least thatis
the way I should expluinit. Boys, may
the trips become shorter ench year, and
the visits to the dcar ones nt home be ex-
tended, so that in time you may be de-
tailed to stay at home always, with an
increase of salary or an incresse in the
business; and, I am sure, when the time
comes you will be the happiest fellow
that evor had thousand mile tickets
punched, and when your time comes to
attend the grand banguet above, and
you appear before 8t. Peter at tho gate,
und bigin to open up your samples, he
will slmply lock at your business eard
and turn to the clerk and say, *‘give
these boys all front rooms, and seo that
thore is m fire escape and pleaty of tow

ens,

¢lers of the northwest, as well a8 8 no- | him,
titication that I would be expected to | draped, but his most ardent sdmirers
respond to a toast, *Our Wives and|would not write under them *‘beauty un-
adorned.”

possible for me to be with you. That | memories, are M, Angelo and Raffaelle.
is the sweetest toast that man was ever | before Pope Julius the IL., the one pre-
Very lew | senting the plan of St. Peter's and the
traveling moen, who have good wives, | other & draught of one of his immortal
loving sweethearts and desr little chil- | paintings; and Joseph rescuing Egypt
dren at home, sending loving messuges | from the lamine he had predioted. Side
to them, often ever siray very far from | by side with these shall we remember
There is | the magnificent work of Greusze, over
no class o' men on earth that have great- | the altar in 8t. Bulpice, and in the dome
or temptations and better opportunities | of the Pantheon,
noble works ol art we saw was the altar-
eling men of the northwest; and, when | pioce of the former church. Sculptured
1 sny that they stand up under it a con- | from a single block of sandstone, the
founded sight better thsn the sume | Madonna stends upon a globe, with her
number of ministers or uditors would, I | foat enfolded by clouds, while a skillful
don't want you to think 1 am giving | arrangement of the light throw a
you any confectionary from my sample | peculinr softness and glory over the
unse. Through snows of winter, mud | whole.

the traveling man makes his connections | interosted us,

ols, and that the rooms are aired, and
then step down to the postoffice and re-
sorve thein some seats for the sacred
concert this eveniag. Pass right in
now and get acheck for your over-
shovs."  Your very truly,

Gro. W. Prox.
————

YIEWS IN PARIS.
BY REV. P. L. JONES,

Fere Ia Chalse, the great national
cometery ol France, may be oalled a
‘“oity of the dead," for its tombs are
small, chapel-like structures, arranged
on narrow streets, i

Many names of a national and of a
woild-wide reputation are there. Auber,
Rossini, Racive, Rachel, Thiers, Ney,
and many others, are lying there in their
long rest.

One of the most impressive graves is
that of Ney. It has no monumont, and
the name “‘Ney" alone upon the step
denotes its oconpant. But as our guide
sald: “The tomb does not make the
man;"” and we need no marbla to evoke
respect. *“‘Bravest ‘ol the brave,"
vainly seeking death on the battle-field,
to find it at the hands of his country-
men; wo honor his memory.

The Bois de Boulogne is the groat
plensure ground of the Parlsinns. It
contains twenty-four hundred acres, but
is not as fino a8 our own Fairmount. It
has many noble avenues, and though
robbed of its finest trees during the
slege, it has an abundance remaining.

We will drive through it on our way
to Vorsailles, passing en roufe, Mount
Valerien, the largest fortification ol
Paris, and 8t, Cloud, the favorite resi-
dence of the last Emperor, It lies in
ruins now, burned by French shells. It
was ocoupied by Wellington and Blu-
cher in 1815; and the Parisians determ-
ined to keep it from Bismarck in 1870,
And so they destroyed what othorwise
might have been preserved, lor at Ver-
sailles the Prussians covered even the
pictures that they might not be in-
Jured.

Near Versallles are the Great and
Little Trinnons; one a palace built
for » Maid of Honor who became o mis-
tiess; the other, the delight of the
Queen who was beheaded.

Who shall determine their connection,
and how far the elevation of Madame
de Maintenon produced the misfortune
ol Maric Antoinette? So subtle is the
relation of our fuult to our retiibution.
Few of your readers need to be told
ol the riches of the Louvre, many ol
them have explored them for themselves,
We spent hours where we might have
passed days, Besides statues and rare
antiquities, there are two thousand and
five hundred paintings.

Bome of them you would pass with a
glance; before othera you will stand en-
raptured. Notable among these, s:and
the conceived Ascension of the Virgin,
by Murillo, two *‘Msdonnas,' by saf-
faulle, and Christ on the cross, by Rub-
The lnst named is not not our
favorite. He is powerful but gross.
One large room s entirely devoted to
His figures are sufliclently un-

Some noble ceilings attracted our
notice. Especiully impressed on our

One of the most

The tapestry portraits in the Louvre
We were surprised to
learn what they really wera, ns they
seemed equal to the best oll paintings.
We afterward visited the Gobelin Ino-
tory in which they were produced.
Enoh thread of the wondrous fabrio is
put in separately and is \hen beaten
down upon its fetlows. Effeots are pro-
duced by different shndes. as the artist
works from his pattern. One man will
make in aday an inch and a halt equare,
and & plece may be ten years upon the
lorm. 8o slowly do great things Frow.

Un our rounds, we shall not forget
Notre Dame, the Meotropolitan Church
of Paris. ItLis » splen church but

rather, tralls, over this wild region,
and it is very silly on tho part of trave-
lers 1o expeot gravel walks, rustio
bridges or maosdamizrd roads. The
Superintendent has mado a oareful sur-
vey of the Yellowstone Lake, which has
a vortical elevation a mile and a half
higher than muny of our E wtern citles.
It is begirt with sho ry mountains,
thousands of feet high, and on its
shoros are deposits ol sulphar, the
temperature of the wat:r modified by
beiling hot streams. In Bummer the
lnke is visited by storme, whioch some-
timos are quite terrific, making navi
gation on the lake in small boats dan-
gorous. Buch is the voleanic charaoter
of the region that the Buperintendent
exprosses how difficultit is to giva indl.
cations to tourists with the common
appliancesof sign-boards. Nature, ap-
parently, in the Yellowstone rogion
will not brook such prosale indications
as ““This way to the Geyser," “Take to
the left for the Paint-pot,*’ or ‘*Around
this corner to the Salses.' The gey-
sors bespatter the signs with mod and
make them illegible, or they are con-
sumed by fires, and stone crumbles and
iron corrodes. The guides of the re-
gion the superintendont divides into
two kinds—the reliab'e and honest
ones, and those who, guides at one
time, are pilferers and maranders at
other times. These are represented to
bo lawless and utterly unscrupnlous.
They kindle the fires which devastate
the region, slaughter the game and
despoil the geyser cones, while they
rob the tourist by extortionate charges.
An urgent appeal is made for the bet-
ter protection of the bison, moose, elk,
deer, antelope and big-horn sheep,
where with little care they might be
made to multiply rapidly.
————— et e

LITTLE FOLKS.

Fxaxination ina South American
school. *Now, my boy, how is the
onrth divided? *‘By earthquakes sir.

A olergyman had been “‘oramming'’
his four year-old boy with bible stories
for neurly an hour, when the young
hopeful “broke out’ with, * Oh papa,
papa, tell me some otherkind of stories,
these are too thin "

When aChiecago little boy is bad, and
his mamms orders him to stand in the
corner, he edges toward the door, and
romarks: *‘Say, ma, Is it a corner in
lard or a corner in porkP"

A bright little three-year-old while her
mother was trying to get her to sleep,
became interested in some outsmde
nolse, She was told that it was caused
by a cricket, when she sagely observed:
“Mamms, I think he ought to be
oiled."

Last summer she was eating green
corn by gnawing it from the cob, when
her teeth became entangled with a corn
silk, **Oh, dear,” said she, impatient-
ly, *Iwish when they get the corn made
they would pull out the basting
threads!"

Tommy is erying bitterly., **What,"
snys his sympathizing sister, 'have they
done to you?"' *Nothing." “Did your
nurse scold yeu?' *No." *Did Har-
ry strike you?" ¢No." ¢What then
is tho matier?" I just feel thatI'm
going to be bad to-day, that's all!”

A Capital Cholce Cousin Amy—*'So,
you haven't made up your mind yet
what profession you're going to be when
you grow up, Bobby?'' Bobby—"Well,
yes! I don’t exmclly know what it's
onlled, youn know, but it's living in the
country, and keoping lots of horses, and
dogs, and all that!"

A French mother was talking before
baby of the old prison for debt in the
Rue de Clichy. “Mamma,” said the
little one, “‘what is debt?’ *“A debt is
to buy a doll when you have no money
to pay for It."' *“And where is that
prison?*' “It is torn down.” Imme-
diately baby started toward the door.
“Where are you going, my child?" I
am going to buy a doll.””

A man in Guilford, Conn., who was
too poor to indulge in any luxuries
other than children, was presented by
 loving but unreckoning wife with trip-
lets—three boys—and he sought for
soge family to adopt them. Mr. Clark
weS rather inclined to take thewm, buy
ia good wite thought one would per-
haps be enough, They were talking it
over belore their little eight-year-old
dgnghter, who said, '“Why doa't we
Llrogone of them, maP or don't they
wantto break the seiP"

thegeneral effect to us seemed marred
by the mingling of Greek columns with
its otherwise GGothic architecture,
Likewise, weshall not balikely to ove
look the shops of Paris; and we may

oorer as well a8 wiser tor the rome

tanca. But no one knows what form
of dainty beauty can be wrought by
fertile brains and nimble fingers, until
he has strolled among the brillian
lighted stores of the Pulais Royal,
Rue Rivoll,

The Yellowstone National Park,
The annual reportol P. W, N
Superintendent of the Yellowstone Na-
tional Park, so-callod, makes a vulume

“Johnny,'" said his father as the boy
ook the primal bisouit from the plate,
“don't you know that it is impolite to
help yourselt before your eldersi
**Why, pa, mother told me to help my-
self before you." *“*What do you mean,
l‘l)ﬁ‘ ssked his father, while his mother
looked up with astonishment deploted
in every feature, “Why, [ heard
mother toll Aunt Hannah that she hoped
I wouldn't take after you, and so 1
®ought I'd take my bieeuit first."”

o Little Fritz was but two and a hall
yonrs old when he paid s visit to his

of sixty-five pages, and i3 entertaining
in its matter. Recallinyg the experience
of tourlsts last yenr, when the season
was one of unusuai coldness, with an
unprecedented depth of snow and con-
soquent flooding of the mountain
streams, it would be worth while to ad.
vise tourlsts not to visit the Yellow-
stone Park until the close of July.
“‘Ignorance of or in-attention to this
warning," writes the Boperintendent,
“resulted last year in wany neocdloss
hardships, privations and delays, with
much unjust criticlsm and censure to
mysell." With a vast extent of coun-
try, inadequate means and very little
help, it Iv imposaible for the Buperin-

tendent to keep open all the routes, or,

gravdfsther's farm, where all was new
to the little fellow who lived in n large
oity; and greatly did he delight in ao-
companying his grandpapa in hllﬁlly
soarch for fresh eggs. One day gran
papa cume Into the family sitting-reom
saying: **Who hus taken all the eggs
from my setting henP 1 have found
twelve little round potatoes in the nest,
butno egge.” With wide open eyes
snd merry, dimples dancing around
the cherry mouth, “I did," cried
the little fellow, ‘‘But,'" said the
grandpapa, *don't you know that we
shall have no little chickens, nowp"
“Why, dravps,' rveplied Frilz, *dat
ole hen is 8o 'tupid her will nover know

the difference.”

DOMESTIC RECIPES,

Apples andOnions,—Boll the onions
and when almowt tender add apples the
same a8 with the cabbage. Beason to
sult the taste with butter, pepper and
salt.

Egg Dumplings. —~Make a batterof &
pint of milk, two well beaten eggs, &
teaspoonful of salt, and flour enough to
make s batter as thick as for pound
oake. Have a clean saucepan of boll-
ing water, let the water boil fast, drop
in the batter by the tablespoonful (tour
or five minates will boll them), take
them with a skimmer on a dish, pat a
bit of butter and grated nutmeg, with
RYTOD OT BUZAT OVer.

Apple Pudding.—Pare and quarter a

quart basin, Cover them with a layer
of biscuit dough rolled nearly an inch
thick. Cut a large gash in the dough
and add sufficient water to stew the
spplee. Cover with a olose fitting tin
and puta smoothingiron on top to keep
itin place. Seton the atove and when
the apples are done the crust will be
also. Serve hot with sugar,

Apple Snow,—Peel, core and slice six
large apples; stew them to a pulp with
sufficient sugar to sweeten them; take
them from the fire and beat them
smooth; meantime beat the whites of
six eggs to a stiff froth, gently mix them
with two henping tablespoonfuls of
powdered sugar and the apple pulp and
pile the snow thus made in a rough
heap on a high dish; a tew bits of bright
oolored Jelly, or o row of candied or-
ange or lemon rings make the dish look
very pretty.

Serambled  Eggs —Many use only
oggs with butter andsalt for this dish—
tor lour eggs, one tablespoonful of but.
ter. Melt the butter snd turnin the
beaten e, gs, and stir quickly one or two
minutes over a hot fire. A common
practice is to increase the quantity
without impairing the quality by ed-
ding milk—a small cupful to six eggs,
and a tablespoonful of butter with salt
and pepper as preferred. Stir these
ingredients over a hot fire putting in
the butter first) until the whole thickens.
It should be soft and oreamy when
done. It is very fine served on toast.

Custard Pie.—Beas separately the
whites and yolks offour eggs—then put
them together and boat, again, adding
while beating n scant teacupful of su.
gar. To this mixture add gradually a
quart of rich milk, with a pinch of salt
snd & teaspoonful of flavoring. Line
some deep pie plates with orust, fill

them with the mixture, and bake until
the custard is firm. If the ovenisso

hot that it threatens to brown the top
before the crust oan bake, then cover
the pies with thick brown grocer's
paper,

Applesand Cabbage.—Cut the ocabbage
and cook the same as for hot slaw.
When nearly done turn in an equal quan-
tity of sliced apples. Senson with but-
ter, pepper and salt, and dish as soon
a8 tho apples are done. This method

was given to mrmothnr by an old
gentleman who said that once in his

life he found it impossible to procure
sugar and vinegar for sensoning spples
and cabages, They proposed cooking
them together and liked them well.
My mother tried it, and it was thereaft-
er her favorite method.

Baked Indian Pudding.—Place n
quart of milk to boil, butter a deep
earthen dish, and on the bottom of the
dish place ateaspoontul ofealt. Have your
meal read sifted, and when your milk
boils turn it into the dish and stir one
way, as fast an possible, s large cup of
meal into it, then add a tablespoonful
of butter, one of cinnamon, a oup of
molasses, and after stirlng  well, let it
stand tilt perfcotly cold,. When yom
place it in the oven, turn & half pint of
milk on top of the pudding without
stiring it, and let it bake three or four
hours, n.oderate fire. It should be
taken from the oven two hours before
it is used, that the whey may cool,
which makes » most delicious jelly. It
8 best to be made over night, and put
mto the oven the first thing in the
morning.

-

Mystielsm In Current American Poelry,
Beribaer for May.

The poetry of American magaaines,
written mainly by what may be called
the third generation of American poets,
—counting Bryant, Emerson, and their
contemporaries as the first, and Stod.
dard, Stedman, Aldrich, and men of
about their age asthe second genera.
tion,—the current perlodioal poetry

we say, Is largely infused with an ele-
ment of mysticism which is, npparently,
one sign of the widening of the influence
of Emerson. The effact of the Emer-
aonian literature upon the men to whom
his words were first addressed was i
mediate and powerful. The rangeof
influence was at first, howeyer, narrow

in extent, while to-day it il sprealing
in every direction. This beoause
Emerson has beon ly an ex-
horter, but an gls wl. giis mys-

ticlsm hus been put into enduring
forms of art, not ondy in his essays, but
especially in his most original and even
yet only hall appreciated poetry. Bome
of the most notable instances of the
effect of Emerson's art upon other

debpoeti® minds ave tound In the poems of

Julis Ward Howe snd “H, H."—poels,
both of them, of deoided individuality,
but with & strong coloring refleoted
from him whom many belleve to be not
only one of the most virile, but the most
poetic, of American poets,

e . e e |
It being proved at a recent trial
that & man's name was really Inch, *
when he pretended it was Linch, *I
806, sald the Judge, ‘‘the old proverb
is verified in this man, who, being al.

lowed an Inoh has taken an L.
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quart of apples, and place in » thres. -
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